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THE MAD GIRL. 


IT was two o'clock in the morning, 
the almost exhausted lamp in the court 
yard gave but a glimmering light, and I 
was retiring to my apartment, when I 
thought I heard a noise at the foot of 
the stair-case. I called twice, ‘“*Who’s ! 
there? What are you about there,” and 
was answered by a soft and touching 
voice, * It is I: don’t you see that 1 
am waiting for him?” As I was not | 
the person expected, 1 was walking 
away ; when the same voice called to 
me, “ Pray come here ; 
make a noise.” IL approached, and near 
the last step, behind the pillar, perceiv- 
ed a young woman dressed in white, 
with a black sash, and with her hair 
falling in disorder on her shoulders ! 
“TI never did you harm,” she said ; 


but don’t | 


| 





“pray do not hurt me.—TI have touch- 
ed nothing; I am here in a corner, 





say any thing 


about it: don’t mention it to him.— 


| He’ll come down presently—TI shall see 


him; 
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ly unknown to me, as well as whatever 


and then Vil go away.” My 
surprise increased at every word ; and 
I tried, in vain, to recollect this unfor- 
tunate creature ; her voice was perfect- 


I could discover of her person. She 
continued to speak ; but her ideas be- 
came so confused, that I could discov- 
er nothing but the disorder of her head, 
and the distress of her heart. I inter- 
rupted her, and endeavoured to bring | 
back her attention to our situation. “If 
somebody else,” said I, “ had seen you 


“ Ah!” said she, “ I see very well you 
don’t know all.—He alone is somebody 
—and when he goes away, he does not 
like you, listen to all he hears: he on- 
ly hears her who is above. Formerly 
it was I: now it is her :—But it will 
not last.—Qh ! no, no, it will not last.” 
At these words she took a medallion 
from her bosom, and seemed to exam- 
ine it with much attention. A moment 
after we heard a door opem ; and a ser- 
vant holding a light at the top of the 
ballustrade enabled me to distinguish a 
young man, who tripped lightly down 
stairs. As he passed, his hapless vic- 
tim was seized with an universal trem- 
bling ; and scarcely had he disappear- 
ed, when the rest of her strength for- 
so0k her, and she fell on the lower step, 
behind the pillar that concealed us. I 
was going to call for assistance, but the 
fear of exposing her prevented me ; 
I took the poor creature senseless in my 
arms. ‘The shutting of the door above 
was then heard—she started at the 
noise, and seemed to revive alittle. I 
held her hands in one of mine, and 
with the other supported her head. She 
tried to speak ; but the sounds she en- 
deavoured to utter were stifled by her 
grief. We remained some time ina 
silence, which I did not dare to inter- 
rupt ; when, at last, having entirely re- 
covered, she said to me, in a soft and 
faultering voice “Ah! I see very 











before I did at the foot of the stair-case?” 


| been afraid, 


well I ought to have warned you :—The 
accident that has just happened to me, 

‘must have made you uneasy, for you 
lare good and kind: you must have 
and 1 am not surprised at 
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selves, to the regions of amusement, 
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its; I was like you; I was afraid too 
when I found myself in this situation ; 
I thought I was going to die 
feared it, for that would have deprived 
me of the only means of seeing him, 
which is all that I have left.—But I 
have found out, yes, I have found out, 
yes, I have found out that [ cannot die, 
—just now when he passed by, I left 
myself to go to him.—If he died, I 
should die too—but without that, it is 
impossiblee—We only die where we 
live ; and it is not in myself, but in him, 
that I exist. 
( To be concluded in our next. ) 





(aot ee = 
RUDIMENTS OF TASTE, anda POLITE FEMALE 
EDUCATION. 
Letter 4, Diligence, &Sc. concluded. 

It may seem strange to tell you of old 
age, before you have scarcely passed 
your infancy ; yet I must not conceal 
from you, that a period will arrive, 
when exterior attractions will be no 
more :—when mental acquirements will 
prove your highest lustre and sublimest 
comfort. However despicable an ig- 
norant woman appears at any part of 
her life, in the decline of it she is sure | 
to become far more contemptible ; at! 
that time it is the improvements she 
has made in early life, that give digni- 
ty of character. An old age of child-| 
ish ignorance and insipidity, necessari- 
ly succeeds a youth of folly. If you. 
would avoid the contempt which never 
fails to attends a frivolous old age, you 
must pass a youth of diligence and ap- 
plication. 

But then the pleasures resulting from 
it surpass description ; the satisfactions 
of a rich cultivated mind are only fully 
known to the happy possessor: one of 
them we are assured, is a noble inde- 
pendence, which creates, if I may so 
speak, its own happiness ; is not indebt- 
ed to dissipation, or the caprice of 
others ; but can derive from itself, ex- 
haustless resources, either for solitude 
or society. Ordinary persons are 
obliged to fly from ennui,—from them- 
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_ but superior minds who have traverse, 
\the fields of useful and polite knoy. 








| ledge, are never in want of select m,fmbe 

; terials for the most exquisite enjoy mmilve 
ment. : ous4 

But you must not expect those 4:.fmroZ 
tainments can be procured, without a. imp} 
tention and application on your part an( mous 
a co-working with your tutors. Yoy,,mpect 
time at home must not be spent in idle. al! 4 
ness ; it is there you’ are to digest an{jpepS 
perfect your daily tasks, and in this got 
you will receive much assistance from gjom* 
your parents and elder sisters ; for jel! o! 
without the exertions of the tutor are fP05° 
aided and seconded at home, by the co- . 
e 


operation of the parents, the progress 


' 


‘of the pupil will be slow; learning wil] JB" ‘ 
| appear a dry disgusting task, possessing IR!> 
‘no apparent utility, it will consequently noul 
be avoided as much as possible. But Rp 





‘where every assistance and encourage- 
| ment is given by all who are concerned 
‘in the education of youth, to unfold 
the latent buds of the mind, and ex- 
pand its variegated beauties, the road 
to learning, will be strewed with flow- 
ers and rendered easy, pleasant, and 
agreeable. 

Make all the use you possibly can of 
such advantages, and be convinced that 
the cultivation of the mind will exalt 
you in the estimation of rational beings 
—will open to you exhaustless sources 
of amusement and delight, of which 
the ignorant can have no conception. 
Yet be careful, my dear girls, to over- 
look no feminine grace or accomplish- 


eet | 





ment. There is a line of character . 
drawn between the sexes, which nei- f | 
ther can pass without becoming con- f- 
temptible. It is not to make you tie- - 
glect those acquirements which have >" 


ever been appropriated to the female 
sex, that you are incited to mental at- 1 
tainments, but to render you still more f 
valuable as women ; and the better your 
minds are cultivated, the more you 
will see the propriety of attending to 





these minutiz which become the con- 
dition in which providence has placed 








you. 
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ut a,fmimple rustic’s tale inspired vocife- 
rt and mous mirth. Oh! night, beneath thy } 
You-mpectred gloom what tears of anguish 
idle. Mall unknown! The busy sons of care 
t andmepose their weary limbs in sleep ; the 
this, otaries Of pleasure tread the sparkling 
fron |comes of revelry and joy, regardless 
; for ell of yon poor wretch whose throbbing 
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plication of words, of the same termi- 


each 


MATILDA.—A Fragment. 
_—The silent orbs of night gilded 
he village spire, and glimmered with 
Iwer rays over the ice’d lake—the 
yuse dog’s bark resounded over the 
-gzen surface of the earth, while the 
















bosom wedded to despair, bends o’er 
‘on grassy tomb. 

Her husband’s and her infant’s grave 
us often been watered with Matilda’s 
ars—the manly young Eugenius 
noulders in the grave—when tyrant 
ower dared hope to manacle the free- 
born sons of Columbia, his youthful 
eet stepped foremost in the field—he 
ought for freedom—for his country 
ied—Matilda and her only infant 
ined in solitude and want, and from 
he chilling grasp of poverty she and 
her lovely babe sought refuge in her 
father’s arms.—But, “ Oh! shame ! 
vhere is thy blush !”—that stern mis- 
fortune dares mark Matitpa for her 
own, and cold hearted avarice, so far 
estroy paternal affection, as to resign 
her to fate. 



















We have received several answers to the letter from 
“awag,” see page 155, from which we select 
the following. 

Sir, 

I perused your oration, with much 
deliberation, and a little consternation, 
at the great infatuation, of your weak 
imagination, to show such veneration, 
on so slight a foundation. But after 
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examination and serious contemplation, | 
I supposed your animation, was the | 
fruit of recreation, or had sprung from | 
Ostentation, to display your education, 
by an odd enumeration or rather multi- | 


nation, though of great variation, in 
respective signification. Now 
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without disputation, your laborious ap- 
plication to so tedious am occupation, 
deserves commemoration, and thinking 
imitation, a sufficient gratification, I 
am without hesitation, 
Yours, 
Mary Moderation. 


——D +e 
GLEANINGS. 

When once an obligation is mentioned by 
the obliging party, the obligation ceases. 

It is the delight and charm of literature, 
that it affords us a refuge from the tumults and 
contentions of society. Montesquieu says that 
he never knew a sorrow which an hours read- 
ing could not assuage. 

The worthiest people are most injured by 
slanderers, as we usually find that to be the 
best fruit, which the birds have been pecking 
at. 

The temperate zone of moderate fortune,. 
equally removed from high and low life, is the 
most favourable for the permanence of friend- 
ship. 

All animals drink to satisfy thirst. only; 
drunkenness belongs exclusively to man. 

A king may make a man honourable, and 
right honourable ; but he cannot make him a. 
man of honour. 

A certain person being asked how he lived, 
replied, “I live like a nobleman: I eat and 
drink and am in debt.” 

Great abilities, and a fawning disposition 
seldom meet together—those who most deserve 
favours are of all men the least capable of beg- 
ing them. 

Some one writing against gravity, says, the 
gravest beast is an ass; the gravest bird is an 
owl; the gravest fish is an oyster; and the, 
gravest man is a fool. 


Dominico the Harlequin, being with Louis 
XIV. who was at supper, fixed his eyes ona 
dish of Partridges. The king who was fond 
of his acting, said, * give that dish to Domini- 
co,”—and the partridges too, Sire ?—Louis 
perceiving his aim, replied, ** and the partridg- 
es too,” the dish was gold. 

ee 

An ill-looking fop, who was fond of his own 
person, but who could see deformity in others 
with disgust, had a foorman whose countenance 
was not more amiable than his own. One day 
being much offended with his man while dres- 
sing him, he exclaimed. “ What an ugly dog !” 
—* Which of us is your honour looking at ?” 
said the fellow drily, seeing that his master 
was all the time looking very attentive at the 
mirror. 

—— ¢ eee 


An Irish painter advertises, that among 
other portraits, he has a representation of 
Death as large as Life. 
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The following ballad is written on the story of a 
young man who went crazy, upon the death of 
the girl he loved, and, who suddenly disappear- 

ing from his | hese was never afterwards heard 

of As he had frequently said in his ravings, 
that she was not dead, but gone to the Dismal 
Swamp, Virginia, it is supposed he had wan- 
dered into that dreary wilderness, and had died 
of hunger, or been lost in some of its dreadful 
morasses. 

“‘Tuey made her a grave too cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true ; 

And she’s gone to the lake of the Dismal 

Swamp, 

Where all night long, by a fire-fiy lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe : 

*« And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 

And her paddle I soon shall hear ; 

Long and loving our life shall be, 

And Pll hide the maid in a cypress tree, 

When the footsteps of death are near.” 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds, 

Its path was rugged and sore, 

Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 

Through many a fen where the serpent feeds, 

And man ne’er stood before. 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumbers his eyelids knew, 

He lay where the deadly vines do weep, 

Their venomous tears, and nightly steep 

The flesh with blistering dew. 

And near him the she wolf stir’d the brake, 

And the rattle-snake breath’d in his ear : 

Till he starting cryed, from his dream awake, 

“* Oh when shall ! see the dusky lake, 

And the white canoe of my dear.” 

He saw the lake,—and a meteor bright 

Quick over the surface play’d ; 

«« Welcome,” he said, “ my dear one’s light !"’ 

And the dim shore echoed for many a night 

The name of the death-cold maid. 

Till he formed a boat of the birchen bark, 

Which carried him off from the shore ; 

Far he followed the meteor spark ;— 

The winds were high, and the clouds were 

dark, 

And the boat returned no more! 

But oft from the Indian hunters camp, 

This lover and maid so true 

Are seen at the hour of midnight damp, 

To cross the lake by a fire-fly lamp, 

And paddle their white canve ! 

lO pv 
ON PEACE. 

Ah! when shall reason’s intellectual ray, 

Shed o’er the moral world more perfect day ? 

When shall that gloomy world appear no more 

A waste, where desolating tempests roar ?— 

Where savage discord howls in threat’ning 

form, 


| 
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Where hideous carnage marks his dangerny; 


way, 

And where the screaming vulture scents his 
prey; ) 

Ah! come blest concord! chase with SMile 
serene, 


The hostile passions from the human scene !_ 
May glory’s lofty path be found afar : 
From agonizing groans and crimson war; 
And may the ardent mind that seeks renow, 
Claim not the martial but the civic crown! 


THE CHOICE. 
The man who hopes to gain my heart, 
Must be from flattery free ; 
Superior to those various arts 
Which to seduce there be. 
Indifference he must never show, 
Nor think he wiil succeed, 
By daring e’er to disavow 
Those laws by love decreed. 
Let him be quite polite and free, 
Yet sometimes serious too ; 
And may his thoughts and words then be, 
To me both fond and true. 


— + eo 


A PICTURE TOO TRUE. 
Tender-handed, stroke a nettle, 
And it stings you for your pains : 
Grasp it l'ke a man of mettle, 
And it soft as silk remains. 
’Tis the same with grov’ling natures ; 
Use them kindly, they rebel : 
But, be rough as nutmeg graters, 
And the rogues obey you well. 


ee el 





THE LAWYER AND CLIENT. 

9 . 

Two lawyers when a knotty cause was oer, 

Shook hands and were as good friends as be- 
fore. 


| * Zounds,” says the losing client, “ how came 
you 
To be such friends who were such foes just 


now,” 


Thou fool, says one, we lawyers, tho’ keen, 
Like shears, ne'er cut ourselves, but what’s 
between. 
a $a — 
| Married at Albany Col: E. Martin to Miss S. Fowler. 
A Fowler fair, 
Once laid a snare, 
Resolv’d to bear a part in 
Gay Hymen’s care: 
She sprung the snare 
And lo! she caught a Martin. 


—_o i 

Notices to our correspondents, will appear 
in No. 45. We have anumber of pieces selected 
for publication, which will appear in rotation. 

PHILADELPHIA—Published weekly, price 
Twelve and a half cents per month, payable 
quarterly in advance, by Tuomas G. ConniE, 
jun. No. 22, Carter's alley, opposite Mr. Girard’s 
Bank—Where a LetTER Box is placed for lite- 





And wild ambition leads the mad’ning storm, 





rary communications. 








